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beckoned for his field glasses. He fixed his gaze upon
the distant turmoil and then closed the glasses with a
snap. c Je crois/ he said, * qu'ils sont meles/ He then
turned his horse and rode in silence from the field.

There was another story which never failed to fill
me with terror. He told it me as if it had happened
to himself. In the late summer of 1849, when the
Court had gone to Balmoral, he made a tour in western
Ireland. He arrived one afternoon at a large house in
County Mayo and was invited to dine and sleep.
Having said good night to his host and hostess he
retired to his bedroom and lit a number of candles
for he had much work to do. The writing table was
placed near the window, which, since the night was
close and still, he had left open. Soon after midnight
he was surprised to hear the sound of wheels on the
gravel outside and in the beam of light cast by his
candles he saw a large hearse with two horses drive
up to the front door. The driver of the hearse glanced
up at the open window and his face shone in the
beam of light. Lord Dufferin rose from his chair in
cold panic; the face below him, the eyes that had
met his, were the most sinister that he had ever seen.
It was a foreign face, unshaven and sulky. He felt
a cold sweat upon his forehead and drew the curtains
hurriedly. A few moments later he heard the hearse
drive off into the night. The face of the driver for
ever haunted his memory.

Forty years later he was in Paris and was visiting
a friend at the Continental Hotel. The hotel clerk
bowed him towards the lift which at that date was a
modern innovation. He was about to enter when
the face of the lift-man chilled him with horror. It